10            LIFE ON THE STAGE
preparations for the long journey.   Dear me, I remember just where each big red rose came on the carpet-bag, and how sorry I was that the tiny brass lock came right in the side of one.   It was a large bag and held a great deal but was so arranged that whatever you wanted was always found at the bottom — whether it was the toothbrush or a night-gown or a pair of rubbers.    It had a sort of dividing wall of linen in its middle, and while one side held clothing, the other side was the commissary department   No buffet-cars then, travellers ran their own buffets, and though the things did not come into actual contact, there was not an article, big or little, in that bag that did not smell of pickles.  And once when my mother had hastily attended to my needs in the miserable toilet-room of the car (no sleeper —just a sit-up-all-night affair), my clean stockings, white apron and little handkerchief all exhaled vinegar so strongly that I wrinkled up my nose, exclaiming:  "I smell jes' like a pickled little girl — don't I, ma'ma?"   And then, when weary and worn and dusty, we left the cars and had to drive some thirty miles, in a carriage of uncertain class, over the open prairie — then smooth and bright and green — I wearily remarked, after a time, that it was a " pretty big lawn, but where was the prairie ? " for true to my plan I had secured the umbrella, and being told that I was crossing the prairie then, I was a bitterly disappointed young person.   Oh, how I longed to give way to one of those passionate outbursts we so often see children indulge in!   Oh, how I wanted to hurl aside the umbrella I had begged for, to fling my weary self down on the floor and cry, and cry!   But I dared not — never in my whole life had I ventured on such an exhibition of temper or feeling — so I winked fast and held very still and swallowed hard at the disappointment, which was but the first of such a number of very bitter pills that I was yet to swallow.
But, thank God! if I was easily cast down, I was as easily cheered; and the prairie left behind, the sight of